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Summary: One Shot - Hermione and Draco have a secret relationship. 
Draco doesn't care about who knows. Hermione does. Inspiration: 
Secret Love Song by Little Mix 


Secret Love Song 

The way it had started would have been typical of a romantic comedy. 

A cliche, predictable rom com. However when you are the person in the 
cliche, predictable scenario you never really seem to see it 
yourself. At least Hermione Granger and Draco Malfoy didn't. 

They had been in Hermione 's office, arguing yet again. 

"It's not my fault that you're still as bigoted as you've always 
been-" Hermione had shouted. 

"You are so fucking unbelievable Granger. You have worked with me for 
two years and you still think-" Draco had seethed back at her. 

"Well maybe if you hadn't put-" 

"We both know it was a ridiculous idea and if I hadn't-" 

"You didn't need to do a thing. I had it all under-" 

"Control. Yes. _Clearly,_" he had rolled his eyes at that. 

"Why do you _always_ do that?!" She shouted louder and prodded him in 
the chest with her forefinger. 

"Why do _you _always do _that_?" he had questioned, grabbing her 
hand . 


"You are so bloody insufferable. I still question the day they put 
you in my department, " she spat at him. He was still holding her hand 



clenched in his fist. 


"Oh, _your_ department, " he scoffed, "last time I checked, we co-ran 
this department." 

He had continued to hold her hand. 

"Well it was mine first, " she had said, the words coming out of her 
mouth before she realised how childish she sounded. He however, had 
picked it up right away. 

"Really Granger, is that bratty comment all you've got?" he had 
arched his eyebrow in the most Malfoy way possible. That had silenced 
her while she had tried to think of a comeback. It was then that she 
noticed how close they were standing, both breathing heavily from 
screaming at each other, him still holding her hand. She had looked 
up to give him a defiant stare, attempting to look intimidating. 
However she wasn't given enough time to fix her death stare in place 
before she heard a low "oh, sod it, " accompanied by a pair of lips 
crashing into hers. 

Hermione had made a whimpering sound that was halfway between 
surprise and satisfaction. It had taken her a second to catch the 
rhythm, but when she did she kissed him back just as fiercely as he 
was kissing her. Both pouring their frustration for the other into 
the kiss. He had backed her towards her desk and she propped herself 
on top of it, pulling him closer towards her. 

And then the door had knocked. Of course the door had knocked. 

Cliche, remember? 

Draco had growled in frustration, as Hermione jumped off of her desk, 
putting as much distance as she could between them. 

"Come in," she had shouted, a little more high pitched than usual. 

She cleared her throat . 

The door opened and Harry entered the room. 

"Umm, sorry, is this a bad time?" he had asked, "I thought we could 
go out for lunch, but if you're in the middle of someth!-" 

"No Harry, that's fine," Hermione had replied hurriedly, avoiding eye 
contact with Draco, "I'll just grab my bag." 

"Malfoy, " Harry nodded to Draco, acknowledging his 
presence . 

"Potter," Draco replied, before moving to the door. Before leaving he 
had stopped and turned, catching Hermione 's eye, "this isn't 
over . " 

"Umm yes Malfoy, it believe it is, " she muttered, her face flushing 
slightly . 

"No it isn't," he promised before exiting the room. 

It definitely wasn't. 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 



><p>"Draco, can you pass me my shoes?" Hermione asked as she rushed 
around his bedroom. <p> 

She was met with silence. 

"Draco?" She stopped throwing her belongings in her bag and looked 
over her shoulder to see him still lounging on the bed starting at 
her . 


"Hmmm?" he asked, clearly not listening before. 

"Could you pass me my shoes?" She asked again, slower this time. 

He huffed and got up from the bed, making his way over to her. 

"No, because if I do you'll leave," he said simply, smirking at 
her . 

"Draco..." she warned, "you know I have to go. I should never have 
stayed here in the first place. Molly is expecting me and..." 

He had wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and began to 
kiss her neck . 

"Say you're sick," he mumbled into her neck. 

She closed her eyes and sighed. She would be lying if she didn't 
prefer the idea of spending Saturday with Draco over helping plan for 
Harry and Ginny's wedding. Molly still insisted every time they were 
together that Ron and her should give it a go. 

However, she also thought that spending Saturday together would be 
too intimate. Since she had started sleeping with Draco four months 
ago (he had been right when he had promised her that it wasn't 
finished. He had found her the very next day to fulfil his promise) 
this had been the first time she had stayed the night. Always leaving 
soon after they had finished. She didn't want to get attached. This 
was a fling, and that was it. Last night she had just been so 
tired. . . 

"I'm Maid of Honour, Draco. I have to be there," she said firmly, 
pulling herself from his grip and turning to face him, "now, where 
are my shoes?" 

He waved his hand towards the corner of the room, before turning his 
back on her and leaving. She sighed and rolled her eyes. He had 
become more sulky lately as she was leaving and it made her feel 
uneasy. She often found herself worrying that he was the one becoming 
too attached, and then she would laugh at herself about the absurdity 
of Draco Malfoy falling for Hermione Granger. He was just angry that 
he wasn't getting his own way. 

She grabbed her shoes, and showed herself out. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Let's go out for lunch," he murmured against her lips. They had 
been having one of their usual arguments that somehow managed to end 
in Hermione up against a wall with his hands all over 



her . <p> 


Hermione stiffened and pulled back. 

"What?" she asked, sounding nervous. 

"Food? Somewhere that isn't here?" he raised his eyebrows at her as 
she gently pushed him away. She walked towards her desk. 

"Oh, I don't think that's such a good idea," she muttered, picking up 
papers on her desk absentmindedly . 

"And why is that?" he pushed, his voice becoming cold. 

" I just ... I don ' t-" 

"Want to be seen with me, " Draco finished. 

"No, well yes, but-" 

"Forget it Granger. Forget I said a thing," he muttered, turning to 
leave . 

"Draco, don't do that," Hermione pleaded, "you know what it's like, 
what people will thin-" 

"No, do you know what?" Draco whipped round to face her, "I don't 
know what it's like. It's been years since we were in school, it's 
been years since I was that person. So no, I don't know what would be 
so wrong about being seen out in public with me!" 

His voice had grown steadily louder, making Hermione wince. 

"I know you're different, but other people-" 

"Who gives a shit what other people think?" he threw his hands up in 
the air. "We are adults, Hermione! We can make our own decisions, we 
can be with whoever we want. Why do you care so much about what 
people think of you?" 

"I don't- I can't- I-" 

"Never mind, I'm going out to get lunch," he muttered and headed for 
the door. 

"Draco-" 

"I said never mind. I'll see you later." 

Without another word he left the room, closing the door with a bang. 
Hermione shut her eyes in reaction to the loud noise. 

She felt a horrible feeling settle in her stomach. She felt bad for 
upsetting him, or was it that she felt upset herself? She couldn't 
tell. She knew that she didn't want people to find out about them. 

Not only because they wouldn't understand, which they wouldn't, but 
also because the minute that they were seen together in public 
whatever they had together would become something more. That 
terrified her. She knew there were stirrings of feelings, but she was 
a smart woman and knew that starting something real with Draco Malfoy 



would end in hurt. Although sometimes when he looked at her she 
thought that maybe he felt something too. He had been pushing her a 
lot recently to go out together "as friends." She scoffed at that. 
They would never be friends. 

She sat down at her desk and put her head in her hands. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>She woke with a start and realised that she had done it again. 

She had fallen asleep in his bed. It was becoming more common now. 

She shifted onto her side and realised that his arm was draped around 
her waist. She allowed her gaze to fall on his face. She had never 
stopped to appreciate him in this situation. When he slept he had no 
frown lines, he had no smirk, and no cocky eye brow raise. He was 
beautiful. She couldn't help herself as she reached out to cup his 
cheek . <p> 

The movement disturbed him and he opened his eyes sleepily. Her 
breath hitched in her throat as he caught her caressing him. He held 
her eye contact as he moved his face into her palm to kiss her hand 
gently . 

The silence was deafening and her heart began to ache. 

"I'm not ready for this," she whispered. 

He nodded, reached his arm further around her waist and pulled her 
towards him. He kissed the top of her head and breathed into her 
hair . 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hermione smiled as she walked down the aisle, bouquet in hand, 
towards her best friend. When she reached the alter, she kissed Harry 
on the cheek and whispered "she is so beautiful" before taking her 
place as Maid of Honour. <p> 

She caught Ron's eye and smiled at him, which he returned. The music 
changed to indicate Ginny's entrance. She really was beautiful. 
Hermione quickly used her free hand to wipe away a tear. 

As she reached the alter the bride passed Hermione her bouquet before 
turning to her husband to be. Hermione watched on, bursting with 
pride and love. When the priestess announced them husband and wife, 
Ginny threw her arms around Harry and pulled him into a kiss so 
passionate it made Hermione blush. Several people laughed, some 
muttered about inappropriateness, but Ginny and Harry were 
oblivious . 

Later after the first dance Hermione was sitting at the table sipping 
on champagne. She sighed happily as she watched Ginny dance with 
George. When a chair scraped beside her she turned around to see Ron 
had taken the seat beside her. 

"Hey you," she smiled and turned towards her. 

"Hey," he replied, "you alright? You look a bit sad." 

"I'm fine Ron, thanks," she said. The thing was, she _was_ sad, but 



she didn't know why. 


"Just think, that could have been us, " he said, motioning to Harry 
and Ginny, who were now posing for photographs. She laughed. 

"No Ron, that would never have been us, " she said. 

"No, it really wouldn't have been," he laughed with her. "Mum won't 
accept that though." 

"That's something we just have to live with," Hermione replied, 
placing her head on his shoulder and closing her eyes. 

"We've done it this far," he chuckled, putting his arm around her. 
"Love you, Hermione." 

Hermione smiled at how lucky she was to have someone like Ron in her 
lif e . 

"Love you too," she replied happily. The happiness was to be 
dissolved by the flash of a camera. Hermione looked straight at the 
photographer and realised at once that he was not the wizard 
commissioned by the Potters. 

"Hey!" She shouted loudly, "I don't think you're meant to be in 
here . " 

The sound of her voice caused others to turn around. It was then that 
she recognised the wizard. 

"You're from the _Prophet_! " 

"Wouldn't think I'd miss the Potter wedding would you?" the small 
wizard asked, smirking. Just then Bill had approached the wizard and 
was grabbing him by the scruff of the neck. 

"Out you go, mate, " he growled, pulling the man along with him. 

"Can you believe some people?" Hermione seethed to Ron. 

"To be honest I'm just preparing myself to break my mum's heart when 
that photo appears in the _Prophet_ and I have to explain to her that 
it's nothing," Ron muttered, rubbing the back of his neck. 

"We can do that together, maybe explain to her once and for all?" 
Hermione suggested and he nodded in agreement. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He hadn't come by to see her in six days. She had sent him three 
owls and tried to catch him in his office. He had been conveniently 
busy or out each time she attempted to see him.<p> 

Friday evening came and she had made a decision. She was going to go 
to his home. She had never been to his home without him taking her 
there, and never without intention. 

She approached the manner and knocked on the large doors. The 
protective enchantments still allowed her inside the grounds, that 
was a good sign. 



The door opened to reveal Draco looking at her with a colder 
expression than he had given her since their school days. That 
stung . 

"Draco?" Hermione asked when he didn't say anything. He didn't 
answer . 

"Draco, where have you been?" she continued. 

He scoffed. 

"Why do you care?" he replied. 

"Well, we usually... see... each other during the week and... you 
didn't come by," she said, tucking her hair behind her left ear. _Why 
was she so nervous?_ 

"Oh you noticed I wasn't there?" he asked. "Thought Weasley would be 
keeping you company enough." 

"What?" Hermione asked, confused. 

"Weasley, you know, you're _' lover he sneered. 

"My..." she began before catching on and whispering, "the _Prophet_. " 
Why hadn't she thought to talk to him about that? 

"Ah, remembering now are you?" He raised his eye brows. 

"Draco, that's-" 

"Look, Granger, I don't care," he shrugged, "you can fuck whoever you 
want. I just don't want to have Weasley 's sloppy seconds." 

That hurt. That _really_ hurt. 

"How dare you?! I am no one's '_sloppy seconds '_ and I'll have you 
know that I have never slept with Ron. Ever." 

He laughed. 

"Well that's not what-" 

"You seriously believe everything you read in a stupid newspaper?" it 
was her turn to scoff at him, "you're clearly not as intelligent as I 
gave you credit for." 

"Well a picture is worth a thousand words and you were pretty damn 
cosy in that one," he sneered at her. 

"He's my _best friend_, Draco," she insisted, "the photographer took 
the photo at the right - or wrong - moment." 

His face softened and he sighed. 

"You just said you weren't ready and I get that, but then when I saw 
that I just felt like I was never going to be good enough, " he 
admitted . 



She was in too deep and she knew it. 


"Maybe I'm the one that's not good enough," she whispered, looking up 
at him. 

He looked at her sharply before stepping towards her and pulling her 
through the door and into his house. 

"You'll always be good enough," he said before pulling her to meet 
her lips with his. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hermione sat at a table at the back of the hall staring at her 
drink. She definitely couldn't deny her feelings for Draco any 
longer, that was for sure. What was also sure was her fear of what 
people would think of these feelings. <p> 

Tonight was the yearly ministry charity ball, and this year they were 
raising money to help orphans of the war. A cause that really struck 
home with Hermione, which is why she had to come. Any other year she 
would have missed it, choosing to avoid such a public event, boasting 
so many beautiful witches wanting to throw themselves at a certain 
wizard. The current witch was tall, leggy, and blonde. All of which 
Hermione was not. She sighed and downed her Firewiskey. 

She had no clue where Harry and Ron were at present. Although, she 
assumed Harry was probably with his wife who was suffering from the 
early symptoms of pregnancy. Ron, however, was lost to her somewhere 
in the crowd. Which left Hermione sitting on her own watching the man 
she had recently admitted to having feelings for talk to other 
witches . 

The truth was she really had no one to blame but herself. Draco had 
been asking her for months to stop caring about what people thought. 
He made it clear that he did not care what others thought of him 
being with her. Hermione Granger and a muggleborn. She really was the 
problem here. 

A waiter walked past and she grabbed a flute of champagne from his 
tray . 

She began sipping her drink as she watched Draco laugh at something a 
new witch on the scene had said. What was stopping her? She didn't 
know. At first she was ashamed, at the very beginning when it was 
just sex, but then that turned into fear - she was terrified of what 
she could feel for him. She was now in the acceptance stage, and 
really, he was right, why did she care so much about what people 
thought about her? 

Enough was enough. Throwing back her drink for courage, she stood up 
and made her way over to the group of females and Draco. 

"I don't really know what to think about-" 

When she approached Draco stopped mid sentence and gave her a 
questioning look. The surrounding witches didn't even acknowledge her 
presence. She took a deep breath. 

"Do you want to dance with me?" she asked, looking directly at him. 



She heard a female scoff beside her, but ignored the noise, allowing 
nothing to throw her off. 

"Seriously?" He asked in disbelief, raising his eyebrows. A few of 
the girls giggled at his reaction. 

"Yes." Hermione stated firmly. 

"You're sure about this?" he lowered his voice for only her to 
hear . 

"Positive, " she said, holding her hand out to him. 

He looked at her hand, and his eyes travelled back up to his face 
before he smiled. He took her hand and she led him away from his 
current company. She didn't look back to see their 
reactions . 

Hermione led him to the middle of the dance floor, ensuring that he 
knew she wasn't going to run. When she stopped and turned towards him 
he pulled her into a perfect dance embrace. They swayed together 
along with the music, paying no attention to the reactions of those 
around them. 

"What made you change your mind?" he asked, arching an eyebrow, "you 
wouldn't go for lunch, but _this_ is okay?" 

Hermione straightened herself and took a deep breath. 

"I've decided that I don't care what others think about me," she 
said, feeling proud of herself for what she was in the process of 
achieving . 

"Is that so?" Draco asked, looking down at her and smiling softly. 
"And what exactly are these opinions that you don't care about 
on?" 


"The opinions that I don't care about are on the fact that Hermione 
Granger may in fact be falling for Draco Malfoy, " she said, smiling 
in an almost shy manner. 

"Well, that's fantastic news," Draco said, snaking his arm around her 
waist and pulling her flush against him, "because Draco Malfoy fell 
for Hermione bloody Granger quite some time ago." 

Hermione sighed a smile and cupped his cheek. She had definitely 
already fallen for this man. She moved in to capture his lips and 
didn't think twice about the distant flash of a camera. 


End 
f ile . 



